PASSAGES FROM ARABIA DESERTA
new cloaks, which are the same for man or woman.  Making a
fairy ring apart, they begin, clapping the palms of their little
hands, to trip it round together, chanting ever the same cadence
of few words, which is a single verse. Hungered young faces, you
might take them for some gipsy daughters; wayward not seldom
in their mother's households, now they go playing before men's
eyes, with downcast looks and a virginal timidity. But the Aarab
raillery is never long silent, and often the young men, in this
daylight feast, stand jesting about them.   Some even pluck
roughly at the feathers of the lasses, their own near cousins, in the
dance, which durst answer them nothing, but only with reproach-
ful eyes: or laughing loud the weleds have bye and bye divided
this gentle bevy among them for their wives; and if a stranger be
there, they will bid him choose which one he would marry among
them. *Heigh-ho! what thinkest thou of these maidens of ours,
and her, and her, be they not fair-faced?* But the virgins smile
not, and if any look up, their wild eyes are seen estranged and
pensive. They are like children under the rod, they should keep
hare a studied demeanour; and for all this they are not Sirens.
In that male tyranny of the Mohammedan religion regard is had
to a distant maidenly behaviour of the young daughters; and here
they dance as the tender candidates for happy marriage, and the
blessed motherhood of sons. May their morrow approach! which
shall be as this joyful day, whose hap they now sing, wherein a
man-child is joined to the religion of Islam; it is better than the
day of his birth. The nomad son is circumcised being come to the
strength of three fuU years; and then as the season may serve
without any superstition of days, and as the mother shall be able
to provide corn or rice enough for her guests' supper* They some-
times put off the surgery till the morrow3 in any rough windy
weather, or because of the Aarab's rdhla.
The frieudbs of the father will come in to be his guests: some of
them have adorned themselves with the gunner's belt and gay
baldric, rattling with the many little steel chains and brass
powder-cases; and they bear upon their shoulders the long
matchlocks* Therewith they would prove their hand to shoot, at
the sheep's skull, which the child's babbu has sacrificed to 'the
hospitality/ Every man kills his sacrifice, as in the ancient world,
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